LENA
them all right. Sclerosis, that's what you expect with
age. Drink iodine instead of vodka, and you'll live to be
a hundred."
"No/5 sighed Protassov. "Our labours'll be over as
soon as things begin to get in order again after the war.
Fll retire on a pension, and that'll be the end of it."
"It's all right for you," sighed Kostritsyn. "Both your
sons are all right, you'll end your days in peace as a
granddad. But mine came home without an arm, and
there's four children, all got to be brought up,"
Nizvetsky groaned softly.
"A rotten illness,53 said Kostritsyn. "A bitch of an
illness—worse than bombs. ..."
Lena was fortune-telling with a book of Lennontov's
poems, opening the book and putting her finger on a
verse with her eyes shut.
"Why should we seek your dreams to know?
'Tis not for that we see you here."
Nothing suitable there.
The second time she got:
"Forget?—But God gave no forgetting.
Yes, and forgetting he'd reject."
Very far indeed from what she wanted*
The train arrived in B., and Lena went out on to the
platform to post a letter and get some fresh air. She was
still writing to the address that her husband had given
her at the beginning of the war.
The station had been wrecked, the buildings stood
without roofs or windows, skeleton buildings. Every-
thing was grey and cheerless; it was neither winter nor
autumn, an unpleasant drizzle filled the air and under-
foot the ground was a thick, sticky paste....
Lena strode on, hands in greatcoat pockets, her cap
pushed on to the back of her head.
A troop train had arrived, and the soldiers were
spilling out of the coaches on to the platform, "Coming
with us, kid?" a broad-shouldered, red-cheeked soldier
called to Lena in passing. She smiled at him, and his
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